
The Life and Death 

Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat fay you now ? what comfort have we now f 
By heaven He hate him everlaftingly , 

Thatbids me be of comfort any more. 

Goc to Flint Gaftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes flave,fhall Kingly W oe obey: 

That power I have, difeharge, and let ’em goe 
To care the Land, that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none* Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfailc is but vaine, 

Aunt. My Liege, one word* 

Rich. He does me double wrong. 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difeharge my followers : let them hence away. 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day. Exeu. 


Sc a 'Tertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours JSullingbrooke ft orke, 
Northumberland , Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen aredifpers’d,and Salisbury 
Is gone to meetc the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private friends, upon this Coaft. 

Nor. The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richardnot farrefrom hence, hath hid his head. 

Tor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 

To CiyTting Richard: a heke the heavy day, 

When fuch a facred King fhould hide his head. 

Nor. Your Gracemiftakes: onely to be briefe. 

Left I this Title out* 

Tor. The time hath beene. 

Would you havebeene fo briefe wirh him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to fhortenyou. 

For. taking fo the head ; your whole heads length* 
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of Richard the fecond. 

’Bui. Mi flake not(Vncle) farther than you fhould. 

TV.Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fhould, 
Leaftyou miftake.the heavens are ore your head* 

But. I know it ( Vnc’e) and oppofe not ir.y felfe 
A^ainft their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy . 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

/Vr. The Caftle royally ismann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

£ul . Royally •? Why, it contaynes no King ? 

Per. Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord dumerle, Lord Salisbury 
Sir Stephen Scroope , befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belikeit is the Bilhop of Carlile* 

But. Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Enllingbrooke upon his knees dotit kifife 
King R ichards hand, and fends allegeance 
And true faythof heart tohisroyall Perfon: hither come 
Even at hisfeete,to lay myarmes and power 
Provided, that my Banifhment repeal'd. 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be. freely granted: 
lfnot,ileufe th’advantage olmypower. 

And laythefummers duft with fhowers of blood 
Rayn’d from the wounds of flanghter’d Englifhmeo; 
The which, how farre off front the mind of Bullingbrook . ? 
It is, fuch CrimfonTempeft fhould bedrench 
The frefh greene Lap of faire King Richards Land 
My (looping duty tenderly fhall ftiew* 

Goefignifie as much, while here we march 
Vpon the Graffic Carpet ofthis plainc 
Lets march without thenoyfe of threatning Jrum, 
fnat from this Caftels tatter'd Battelments 

Or 
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